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Little of the Old City is visible from this height, though
much of the New Town lies open below.
I saw the black cupola of the Church of the Holy
Sepulchre and the green Dome of the Rock, which
covers the site of the Holy of Holies. A barricade
straddled the road below the ridge, manned by steel-
helmeted British Police, armed with rifles and re-
volvers. They searched us very thoroughly for arms
and explosives. I protested that I was a British sub-
ject, but my flannel trousers and old tweed jacket were
not imposing, and I suppose that I was set down as a
" poor white ", not worthy of any consideration, be-
cause I was not travelling with Thomas Cook or some
other of the tourist companies.
I was in no good mood when I was decanted at the
Damascus Gate, handed my battered suitcase, and told
how to find the Casa Nova, the great Franciscan
pilgrim hospice where I was booked to stay. There
were many Arabs sitting around little tables at a
coffee-house, and the street was packed with Arab
chauffeurs waiting for fares. I suddenly discovered
that I was being regarded with baleful hostile eyes by
everyone in the crowd, and I shivered with dread.
They took me for a Jew, stranded and alone. In the
hot glances of hatred shot at me, I recognized Death.
Death only held back because a knot of British police
were standing behind a close-by stone parapet in the
Government buildings which overlooked the square
before Damascus Gate. I lost no time in reaching them,
although the armed sentry at the gates tried to turn
me back. I used Edgar's name, however, and was
instantly admitted.